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MAGIC    IN    EVERYTHING 


H, 


.OW  freely  came  belief  when  we  were  young! 
Unruffled  by  an  argument,  the  tongue 
Had  left  the  mind  a  garden  where  the  seeds 
Sprouted  and  grew  and  blossomed  without  weeds. 
From  parents  who  were  wise  and  old 
We  simply  took  what  we  were  told. 
That  Santa  with  his  reindeer  should  arrive 
From  his  far  northern  drive, 
Seek  out  our  very  house  and  come 
Down  through  the  chimney  and  deposit 
Around  the  hearth  or  in  the  bedroom  closet 
His  gifts  that  left  us  saucer-eyed  and  dumb— 
But  miracles  had  happened  on  this  earth 
And  we  had  thrived  on  wonders  from  our  birth. 
And  here  was  one,  for  we  regarded  him, 
His  ruddy-apple  cheeks  and  snowy  beard, 
With  the  same  sanctity  that  we  revered 
The  chubby  pictures  of  the  cherubim. 


'Twas  true  that  those  who  matched  their  faith  with  wit, 
And  wanted  legends  proved, 
Looked  at  the  fire-place  and  measured  it. 
To  ease  the  downward  journey  they  removed 
The  ashes  and  the  logs, 

Cleared  out  the  soot  and  shoved  away  the  'dogs'. 
'Santa  must  come  down  clean'—  that  we  could  follow— 
And  clean  must  be  the  presents  that  he  brought. 
We  felt  the  reindeer  story  hard  to  swallow, 
Yet  to  our  minds  there  was  no  need  for  proofs: 
Twelve  months  ago  that  night  our  ears  had  caught 
The  'hail!'  of  Santa  and  the  thud  of  hoofs. 


A  few  years  passed  and  we  began 

Half  furtively  to  question  one  another, 

And  still  more  warily  our  dad  and  mother: 

And  this  is  how  our  questions  ran— 

How  did  the  old  man  stand  that  polar  race, 

Enter  a  house  that  with  no  fire-place 

Had  but  a  kitchen  stove.  This  point  was  hard. 

Only  the  Lord  could  push  a  body  through 

A  passage  narrow  as  the  kitchen  flue. 

Were  windows  open?  Was  the  door  unbarred? 


This  sacrilege  of  doubt  assailed 

The  toughening  spirit  of  our  thought. 

Those  letters  we  had  written,  sealed  and  mailed 

A  week  or  month  before— what  post  had  brought 

Them  to  the  north  ?  Was  it  the  right  address  ? 

Had  Santa  seen  them  ?  Yes, 

He  must;  for  there  upon  the  tree  or  floor 

Were  the  crammed  stockings,  trains  that  ran 

On  tracks,  a  Jack-in-the-box:  outside  the  door 

A  pair  of  snow-shoes  and  a  catamaran— 

Just  what  we  asked.  Yes,  these  were  real,  but  why 

Did  other  things  escape  his  eye— 

Gifts  we  had  pondered  on  for  many  a  day  ? 

Was  there  a  limit  to  his  Christmas  sleigh  ? 

And  when  our  parents  could  not  satisfy 

The  older  sceptics  with  a  sane  reply, 

They  winked  and  smiled,  grew  restless  or  were  bored, 

Or  ended  with  one  answer  long  prepared, 

An  answer  which  we  dared 

Not  question— 'Back  of  Santa  was  the  Lord.' 


The  Lord !  He  knew  all  wherefores,  all  the  whys. 
Was  He  not  Lord  of  earth  and  skies  ? 


In  some  strange  way 
He  was  related  to  the  Christmas  day. 
For  early  on  that  morn 
The  steeple  chimes  were  ringing 
And  choirs  were  singing 
'Unto  us  a  child  is  born.' 
Under  the  charm  of  that  celestial  sound, 
Within  the  story  of  his  life  we  found 
The  riddles  of  our  youth 
Were  tongued  from  higher  ground 
And  solved  by  proclamation  of  an  Act. 
A  myth  took  refuge  in  a  fact, 
A  fairy  tale  into  a  truth. 
For  painlessly  the  changes  came 
Though  Santa  Claus  was  still  allowed  his  name. 
We  banished  reindeer  with  our  smiles, 
Their  voyage  through  those  northern  miles. 
We  closed  the  argument 
About  the  way  the  gifts  were  sent. 
No  longer  did  we  measure 

The  chimney  width  for  fear  he  might  be  burned 
Or  ashes  smother  up  the  Christmas  treasure. 
And  so  completely  vanished  all  our  doubt 
That  we  forgot  to  put  the  fire  out. 


What  mattered  it  when  in  due  time  we  learned 

The  givers  were  our  parents  who,  as  wise 

As  Santa,  offered  to  our  dawning  eyes 

That  spruce  tree  with  its  gay  surprise. 

Nor  did  we  bother  much  to  reconcile 

The  ancient  fable  with  a  father's  smile. 

And  even  if  the  youngest  of  us  tried 

To  get  a  smattering  of  sense 

Out  of  the  Santa  Claus  'pretence', 

It  wasn't  long  before  his  tears  were  dried 

By  what  he  saw:  the  gifts  were  real  as  bread, 

Something  to  touch  and  taste  and  eat. 

No  apples  were  more  fresh  and  red, 

No  candy  was  more  sweet; 

The  wooden  horse  was  there  to  ride, 

And  magic  was  in  everything— 

The  Jacks  popped  with  the  spring, 

And  there  were  shining  runners  on  the  slide. 


So,  when  we  found  ourselves  bereft 
Of  childhood  fantasies  we  still  had  left 
The  memories  that  years  could  not  corrode - 
Behind  the  celebration  of  the  Day 


Were  living  hands  that  had  bestowed 
The  gifts,  and  love  behind  the  hands,  and  then 
Something  our  reasons  could  not  rub  away— 
The  story  of  a  Birth  bequeathed  to  men. 
How  could  we  question  that  under  the  spells 
Woven  around  us  by  the  Christmas  bells  ? 
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